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** French Kings Lamentation 


FOR INE 


Loſs of His FLEET: 
[ pnets 1602. 

JF YVEnce, hence, ye Slaves, do not my Wrath provoke; 
1 And of 'my Loſs at Sea no longer Croke ; 

© * If one of youl hear ſuch nonfence Preaching, . 
By Heaven on Trees ll Hang you all a Bleaching ; 
Did ever aCrownd Head, like me before; *® 

end ſuch a Fleet upon the Enghſh Shore ? 

And dare the Herrimg-Baſſes of the Dutch; . 

Or Engliſh Mackrel Boats my Navy Touch ? _ 

They dare as well, with their Sails ſpreading full; 
FActempt to Land on Shore of Great Mogul. 
S But ah ! Too foonl findthe News is True; . 

Ly Flee, T thought invincible, Morblein; 

Burnt, Sunk; Blown up, Diſabled. T atterd, Eoff, 

And all my Great Deſigns on Enghſh, pf ad 

W hat Curſed Monſters, Ob ye Gods are thele, 

That durſt with me Diſpute the Narrow Seas ?. 
Beer Drinking R ognes, T arpuulins, Engl, Dutch ; © 
And could the Fates allow Succeſs tofuch ? $I 
Had they been'Men, they would haye been more civil; 
| They were not Mortals, no; they were the Devil. 
| My Royal Sun, the belt ofallmy Ships, 

Has now <ndurd-a Fatal fad' Eclipſe”; 

My Conquerant, and Aamirable too; 

y Engliſþ Cannon Shot quite Through and Throvgh, 
F-And afterwards by ſawcy Fireſhips Aid, 
To grinning Slaves, two great Sea-Bonfires tnade ; 
| Then Fifteen more Burnt inthe Cape [a Hogue, 
To pleaſe the Humour of an Engliſh Rogue ; 


The 


Tho thata King was MadTnere did know, © _ . 
'Thele Lofſes are cnough to make me ſo... LY 


_ Oh! thou graarContradiction to my WIZ 

Thou Cowardly poor Spirited T ourwille, 

Couldlt thou no better tor Advantage "Turn ? 

Bur idly ſtand and ce thy Veſſel Burn ; 

Had I been there, [ had not been afraid 1 

Teave call'd thevery Devils go my Aid, ; 

Nor woulda thoakpd of BE Gloomy Spirits, 

 Havefaild to wait upon my Fuiteſt Merits ; 

Ive {ervd thernall my Lite, which very true js, 

And would they at apinch Defert great Lewis?i _ 
Gurſt be the time, and doubly curſt the hour, - 

When Jemdr took Shelter underneath avy Power; 

His Cauſe has beenas fatal to my-T brone, 

Asmy Advice to His, was too wellknown 

Cruel is Fate to Me and to My Brother, 

Who have, like Gameſters, ruin'd oneahother, 

We both'of us. are now in Doleful Dumps, 2 

He Wonino Game, and I have loſtmy Trumps. 

What ſhall I do, or whether ſhall / cum ? _ 

My Maul with rage does ke: my Veſſels burn”; 

I muſt, I, willanother Fhet Equip, . 

Yet where's my Timber for tobuild a Ship ? 

The Engliſh Oak.ſo plenteous on myShores, 

Is all Deſtroyd by Engliſh Sons of Whores ; 

Yethad Inow a Fleet both large and ſtout, _ .-. © . 1 

Where ſhall I Salers. find to Man it out ?,, .* 

My Treafure's all Exhauſted by the War; _ . 14 

And it the Money's gone, . you loſe the T ar . ; 


p, 


W hat ſhall Ido, fincenow. my Fleet is Bang'd, _..._ 


Hl Drownmy ſelf, torfearof being Hang*d, 
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LON D ON, Printed for R. Stafford, 1692. 
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